



l'n'e rragedic 

Good Angels guard thee from the Boarcs annoy, 
Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappy Tonnes do bid thee fiouriih. 


Writer the Cjhosi of fffueene Anne his wife, 
Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy vvjte. 

That neucr'flept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy lieepc with perturbations, 

Tomorrow in thebattaile ihinkeonme, 

And falltny^gelelfelword^dpaireand die. 

T o Rich. Tnqu quictfoule,ilcepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Dreame of fuccefte and happy viftorie, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth prayfgrthee. 


Enter the Ghost of Buckingham. 

The fir ft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, « 
Thelaft was 1 that Felt thy tyrrannic, 

O, in the bat tell thinke on Buckingham) 

And die in terror . of thy guiltineile .- 

Dreame on, dreame on,of bloody deeds and death. 

Fainting defpairc,dcfpairing yeeld thy breath. 

T o Rich. 1 died for hope erel could lend thee aid. 
But cheare thy heart,and be thou not difmaid, 

•God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Rit hard fals in height of all his pride. 


K. Richard ft art eth out of a dreame. 

K.Ric. Giue meanother horfe,bind vp my wounds 
Haue mercie lefu : foft 1 did But dreame. 

O coward confidence, howdoeft thou afflitftme? 

The lights burneblew,itisnot dead midnight: 
Coldfearefiulldropsftandon my trembling flefh, • 
What doe I fcare my felfe? theres noneelfie by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is, I am 1; 

Is thereamurtherer heere? No. Yes.I am, 

Then flie,what from my felfe? great reafion why. 

Left 1 reuenge.Whatfmy fielfe vpon my felfe? 

Alacke I loue my felfe,whcrfore. f for any good 
That my fielfe haue done vnto my felfe: 


0 no : alas 1 rather hate my felfe, 

for hatefull deeds committed by my felfe . 

ISeofll^ 

My confciencehath a thoufandfieuerall tongues, . 

And euery tongue brings in a fieuerall tale. . 

And euery tale condemnes me for a villaine . 

Periurie,in the higheft degree, 

Murder,fterne murder, in the dyreft degree, 

All feuerallfinnes, all vfde in each degree. 

Throng all to the barrre,cry ing all, guiltie,guime. 

1 fhall 'defpaire, there is no creature loses me, 

Andifl die, no fduleihallpittieme: 

And wherfoie (hould they? fince that 1 my lclfe, 

Find in my felfe, no pitty to my fielfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that I murthered 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard , 

Enter Rate life. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who is there i 
Rat. Ratcliffe, my Zord,tisI .• theearely village cocke. 
Hath twife done falutation to the morne. 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Rztcliffe , I haue dream’d a fearefull dreame, 
What thinkft thou, will our friends proue all true? 

“2 {at. No doubt my Lord. _ 

King. O Ratcliffe I feare, I feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lordjbe not afraid of ihadowes. 

King. By the Apoftle Raul, fhadowes to night 
Haueftrooke more terror to the fioue of Richard^ 

Then can the fubftance often thoufand fiouldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by fhallow Richmond. 

Tis notyetneareday,come goewith me, 

Vnderour Tents lie play the ewefe -dropper , 

To heare if any meanctolhrinkeffomme. Exeunt, 



Enter the Lords to 'Richmond. 
E nds. Good morrow Richmond. 
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